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FINAL NOTICE.
Binte Tax Bult fo- Year 1212 Final Neties.
n Dlstriet Court of Dakota Coonty,
N s

g n
The Btate 1 Nebirqsika,

Plaintifr,

.

The Boavernl Parceln of Land herelnafter
Aehirihed, and all Parsons and Corpora.
tone Kaviag or claiming titls to, or any
I edl riett or clalm in, and to such
parcoin of real sstate, or any part thereaf,

Defendanta
Tract Neo. DD

Tract No. 810,

To unlnown heles of Augustus Kountes,
imicaown helrs of Herman Kountee, Luths
er Kountes, Annlke P. Kountze, unknown
holrs of Charlas B. Kountse, Mary BE.

Koyntee, unknown helrs of Matilda R
Gardiner, Adallne Ruth, Willlam Ruth,
tnknown halem of Clementine Brown,
Muarpgaret B. Rerger, Mary IN,  Olivar

George B Ollve, Catherine Kountes, an
to the unknown ownera of the real estate
described below:

Notite I& hareby gpiven thut under a
decrea of the district court of sald county
of Dakota, state of Nebraska, rendered in
the state tax pult for the year 1918, the
followlng demcribod real eatate, sltuate In
the county of Dakota and state of Ne-
braska, to-wit: !

Lot elght (85 and lot nine (9), In blbck
one hundread forty-five (146), all In the
Village of Dakota Clty!

Was on the £th day of November, 1818,

duly sold at publle vendoe by the county
reasurer of sld county In the manner
provided by Inw, and that the period of
rederaption fram souch male will sxplre om
the &th day of November, 1014

You are further notified that the awnere
of the certificate of tax pale lesuod by the
tounty  treasurer will make nppllieation
to the court In the above entitied cauwse
for conflrmation of such mals ax moon as
wrncHoatile after the perind of redemp- |
lon has expired, and you are hareby no-
et that the thmé and place of lh-‘}
e ving upon suech confirmation will be
enternd in the seonfirmation record kept
hy the elerk of sald court on or befora
the U6th day of Octaber, 1014 You will
extiming sald confirmation record to as-
artoin the time of such hearing and may
be present, If you desire, to make any
ohje tone or show onuse why the sale
should not be confirmed

Disted thin 16th day of July, 1014

BELLE BARNETT,
Owner of Certificats,

FINAL NOTICE.
Btrte Tax Sult for Year 1912 Final Notice.
In the District Court of Dakota County,
Nebraakna,
The State of Nebraska,

Plaintirr,

vn,
The Several Pareesls of Land herelnafter
dewiribed, and all Pessons and Corpora-
thons having or clalming title to. or an
Interast, right ar clalm In, and to suo
parcels of real estate, or any part thersof,
Defendanta,
Tract No. 813,

To unknown lelrs of Angustus Kounine,
unknown helrs of Herman Kountee, T,uthe

er Kountmse, Annle P. Kountse, unknown
heirs of Charlea B. Kountge, Mary B
Kountse, unknown helrs of Matilds R,
Goardiner, Adnllne Ruth, Willlam Ruth,
unknown helrs of Clementine Prown,
Catherine  Kountxe, Margrast Berker,

Mary D, Ollver, George F. Oliver, nr-
gle Macrendy, Georgla Jay, and to the
uriknown owners of the real estate de-
acribed helow:

Notige Is hereby given that under a
decree of the digtrict court of mald county
of Tmkota, state'of Nobrasks, rendered In
the state tax muit for the vear 1912, the
following described real ostate, sltuate In
the ocounty of Dakota and state of Ne-
bravka, to-wit:

1 Lot twelve (12), block one hundred
forty-five (1463, all In the Village of Da-
kora City:

Yias on the 8th day of November, 1918,
duly msold at publle venduwe by the county
treasurer of mald county In the manner
provided by law, and that the perlod of
redemption from such sale will explre om
the 6th day of November, 1814,

You are further notified that the owner
of the certificate of tax wale lasued by the
county treasurer will make application
o the court in the above entitled cause
for confirmation of sucn mald as soon as
practicable after the period of redemp-
tion has explred, and you are hareaby no-
tited that the time and place of the
hearing upon such oconfirmation will be
enterad In the confirmation record kept
hy the clerik of sald court on or befor
the 26th day of October, 1M4. You wil
exo nine sald donfirmation record, to ase
certinln the time of such hearing and may
be prasent, If you desire. to make any
nhjestions or show cause why the asale
should now bo confirmed,

Pated this 16th day of July, 1914,

BELLF BARNETT,
Owner of Cortifioate.

FINAL NOTICE.
State Tax Bult for Year 1012 Final Notles,
In the District Court of Dakota County,
Nehrunka
The State of Nebraska,

Plaintife,

va,

The Heveral Parcels of Land hereinafter
described, and all Pearsons and Corpors-
tine having or clalming title to, or any
Interest, right or clalm in, and to such

| barveis of real estato, or any part thereof,

Defondants.
Tract No. 936,

To voknown helra of Augustus Kountze,
anknown helrs of Horman Kountze, Luthe
or Kourdze, Anna P. Kountge, unknown
halra of Cillrlo! B, Kountas, Mary .
Kountze, gnknown helrs of thdn R.
prdiner, Aduline Ruth, Willlam Ruth,
unknown heird of Clementine Hrown,

treamirer will make application
‘i‘&w?él' Jtourt In the above -nmru cause
for confirmation of such sale an an
cticable after the period of redemp-
f'u'?n has explred, and you are hero:; na-
tifled thil the tims and place the
beaving upon such confirmation will be
entersd In the confirmation record kept
bv the clerk of aald court on or befors
the 26th day of Qctober, 1914, You will
examine ml’? confirmation record an-
pertiin the l|!;m of l:llqll' I}-trlnu n?‘(‘l’ m
be presen ou  desire, o ma
nhjv-»lkmu"-w whow cause why the sale
should not be confirmed.
Dated this i6th day of July, 1914,
VILLAGE OF DAKOTA CITY

a handsomely furnished office,
lived with my mother.
evenings at my club, and had a goodly

every wedded llfe.
or two we were very wall satisfled
with ench other, and with, our new
surroundings.

on my office table.
not mention the matter of her friend's
indiapaeition to Doria.
that the patient was averse to having
anyone know of it 8o when, at din-
ner the next avening, Dorls remarked,
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Human Documents of Married Life

By Virginia T. Van de Water

Intimate and Human, Intensely Alive, Each Story Presenting a Problem
Which Might Occur to Any One of Us at Any Time

WHY | LEFT MY WIFE

ean say truthfully that Dorias
and 1 loved each other when
we married. Heaven knows
there was no need for elther
of us to marry If we did not
want to Doris could have had any
one of several eligibles whom sghe
kept dangling after her—never quite
refusing a man unti] he insisted upon
bher taking hilm or leaving him;: while
1 wans very well satlsfled with my lifa
as a bachelor physiclan with enough
money to keep me comfortable untll
I made a success of my practice. And,
as to him that hath is usgually given,
g0, an | was not dependent for bread
and butter upon the practise of med}
clno, I was soon earning cnough from
my profession to put jam on my bread

I

(B X X

and to buy the “glitedged” quality of

butter. To drop the metaphor, 1 had
and

I spant many

number of friends. Altogether, my
life was a comfortable one In every
way—until I fell In love Then |
thought I could nevar be happy until
Doris married me. Perhaps 1 would

not have been. Who knows?

1 do not mean to be frivolous; but

in contemplating the follles in one's
life one must laugh—or curse.

All married people have thair 1t

tle squabbles, thelr little differences
of opinlon, 1 suppose, and I regarded
the arguments and disputes that my

wife and 1 had as part and parocel of
For the first year

As n physician 1 had, of course, a

right and a duty to keep professional
business to myself, but as 1 did not
mention thls faet to Doria untll an is-
sue was ralged, she did not know how

much or how little | told her of my
private affalrs. When we had been

married about eighteen months, how-
ever, | had oceaslon to express my
views upon the subject.
sanl me & letter which came when I
wan out,
to be a friend of my wife, and when

A patient
This patient chanced also

Doris saw her hand-writiug on the en-

velope she jumped to the conolusion
that the writer had made s mistake
and that the letter was meant for her,
80 she opened it. In doing this she
did not tear the envelope, aa the flap
did pot adbers tightly, and ocame un-
tastenad easlly, witbout marring the
paper, When Doris had read the let-
tar, which wes a request that I call,
professionally, the following evening,
she slmply touched the envelope-flap
with &

p of muoilage, and closed it,
putting the letter with other mall
Naturally 1 dld

In fact, I know

gnll:” l'Bcn.r er,lxn;! ﬂ,ttllhrer;t (:nu: o | Later when 1 referred to the wm
ver, nrins auntze, an (4] L] m W“ to “ m aay
R e e gy e e e
' Notlce In hereby given that under a | |iberty to mention her lliness to my
decres of the district court of sajd county o1 t
of Dakota, state of Nobraska, rondered wife un learned that she had
followinis daactibed raal sstate. sitacte 1y | eard of it from the patient herselt,
L y
gha°m“;y ?f Dakota and stats of Ne- | ] Was Informed that I was mistaken,
braska, to-wit: and that nobody but the patiemt and
e all%ix one  hundreé | her husband knew that she was not
f' l.'jr-ifnglrt (184), all in the Village oatly welt:
*aliotn : p.'f
’ na on tge éth day of November, 1812, Buspecting that my wird had opened
i ndue by th t
raaser ot Tl oounty i Tihe: mettey'| my mal, ¥ ieprenched hir with heving
Pehemntion” trom. stich aale will cxpive oa | 400 80. She reminded me that, not
Tl i, et | OV L v L Clichns o
(1]
of 1ha Sartitats of Cax sale lasued by the ' .

v had been written In error,

- didn't you te!' me what you

had done? I demanded sharply,

8he tossed her head. "Well, if you

must know, because 1 was afrald you
would scold—as you are doing now.
You see, I was right In my fears.”

A week later | chanced to see lying

Owner of Certificate.

Up to

the Parson.

at my wife's plate one morning a let-
ter addressed to her in the handwrit-
ing of & men whom I knew, and who

LY ABE i Miased Opportunity,

The parson on his way home one
evenlng to his horrified surprise found
one of his fnck sitting against a stone
wall, his face radisting o'ermuch
choer, and a frayed clgar clutched in
hig fingers. “Dear me, John, dear me,”
sald the parson. “Whatever do you
stppose will happen to you if you go
on ke this?™ “Nothin’, sir, If you
(hig- don't tell ‘er!"

~ Why la It?

Homelimes it seema as if every pen
gon who Is lacking In Initiative, ape-
clal abllity or Industry desires to be
either a writer, an actor or an artist,
The most agreeable way for a lasy
prrsan to make a living Is Lo sxpress
his own oplnlons, emotions and Im-
pressions —Norman Hdpgood, in Har
per's Weakly,

Had Fido In Mind.
When little Marearet passed her
plate the third time for chicken her
mother sald: “My dear, you must not

¢at so much chicken. 1 am afraid
you'll be ML “Well, mother,” gsald
Margaret, “I'm not eating this  be-
eause | want Il. I'm colleciing the

bones for Fido!"—Harper's Monthly

Intricate Story,
“Before my marriage [ told ber all

my L life. Don't you think T show-
ed a wouderful courage? “Yes and
& #till more wonderfu)l memory "

y:

Anvther ent hns Leen broken.
A Naw Yark traluod purse married a

was an occasional caller at our home.
I supposed that
down to breakfast she would explain
the letter to me.
It, glanced over it, refolded it re-
turned it to it« envelope, and opened
and read the rest of her correspon-
dence. As I was leaving the house,
ghe remarked carolessly:

whan Doris came
Instead, she apened

“Shall you be at home to luneheon T
I replied that 1 expected to be.
"Why? 1 asked,

“l am lunching down-town with a
friend.” she replied briefly,

The next day one of my patients
mentionsd, carelesaly and innocently,
that she had seem my “pretty wife
lunching with Mr. Moore yesterday."”
I did pot betray my surprise, but when
[ reached home | asked Doris why
she had gone to luncheon with & man
without asking my permission. She
looked at me with a triumphant half
amile,

“And do you ask my permission
before you make appolntments with
women ! she queried sarcastically.

I strove to speak oalmly, “Do try
to be senafble, Doris! You know that
professtonal engagements are vary dif.
ferent from social nffairs.'

I did not sk her not to go to lunch
son aguin with men, for 1 wae sure
that if 1 did she would go when she

wbdut 1t

woal , And then lot him get
ey “Horale -
[~ B
T r_- ] F 'J\I L "'
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thots, ogly would say nothing to me

Ny wiie mud iy mother wére never |

intimate. I am sure that my mother
tried to think of Dorls as & daughter,
but they had little in common, axcept
thelr love for me—and that Is not
often a bond of unlon between & man's
wile and hin mother,
i Of course | went to see my mother
whenever 1 could, and soon I learned
not to mention many of these calls,
for Dorils had a nagging way of ob
Jecting to them. PEach afternoon, af-
ter my round visits, as I returned to-
ward home, | would glance at my
J wateh an | nearsd my mother's house,
and If T had time 1 would run In and
chat for a while. A week after the
convereation just recorded 1 was
warming my chilled hands at my
mother's cheery gratefire when the
telephone in her hall rang sharply
| was wanted on the wire,

It was my wife who was speaking
8he had reachod home ten minutes
before, expeoting to find me there,
a8 my office hours bad already be.
£un. The mald had told haer that |
had been called up three times by one
person, as | was wanted on an ur-
gent case.

“It just occurred to me,” added
Doris, “that perhaps you were at your
mother's, although 1 could hardly be-
lieve It, as you called there only yes-
terday afternoon.”

Perhaps thg fact that the telephone
was between us made it easler for me
to say, “I am here many afternoons.”

That evenlng, over our coffee, ahe
reamarked:

"Tom, I wish you would pay more
attention to businesa ™

I looked my amazement,

“Yes,” she continued, “1 do! This
afternoon you might have missed a
good blg consultatlon fee just by atop-
ping to see your mother."

"“There are some things I care more

for than money," I remarked Illogleal-
1y,
“I know It!" ghe exclaimed. "And
I think it's pretty hard on me that
¥ou do not earn ull the money that
you might. Don't you suppose that I
would ltke to have the things that rich
doctor's wives have?”

I set down my cup and gazed.at her
inereduloualy,

“Oh, yes,” she went on, "I mean
what 1 say! You.think just because
I don't speak of guch things that 1
never wish I had a motor car, and
tralned servants, and a private house,
and lots of handsome clothes! 1 tell
you, Tom, those are the things that
make life worth while.” *

"And Is not your life worth while?"
I anked.

“Of course you think It is because
I am married to you!"” ghe burst forth.
“PBut what have 1?7 An apartment,
when | want a house; two servants,
when | want a half-dozen—as other
women have; a trolley car or a taxi-
eab to ride in, when 1 want my own
motor; one new dress where I really
need a balf-dozen!"

“Perhaps,” 1 sald coldly, “you may
some day have all these things, but
it will not be until | am an older man,
If yon loved me you would be willing
to walt and be patient.”

1 pushed my chalr back and left the
table, 1 simply did not dare remain
louger In the room with my wife. My
tsmper Is quick and hot, and the only
way in which I can control it is to get
away alone with it | had had time
to become calm when, an hour later,
Doris opened the door of the library
whare 1 sat reading.

"Dear Tom,” she sald softly, “I was
very horrid, and cross, and piggy to-
night, and I am sorry. Woun't you
please forgtve me? For I love you,
Tom, and even If you were as poor as
—& newspaper man"—with a gurgiing
laugh—"1 would love you just as much
as 1 do now." 3

I gathered her into my arms and
kissed her,

8he perched contentedly on my knee
and talked, running her fingers
through my hair. “Really, Tom, 1
think one thing that makes me=so
horrld and fretful is because I am
worrled. 1 need some new clothes
dreadfully.”

“Many of tham?' I asked, remem-
bering sundry obligations I must meet
the firet of the month.

“Well, saveral,” she laughed. “And
now that I am irylng to be good I
think | ought to make a confession to
you Tom."

“Go shead!” | said.

“Well, I really need a new street-
dregs and a reception-gown, and, be
sidos that, an evening gown, but 1 did |
not want to bother you about all this
when you have so much on your mind,
80 1 Just ordered one of them—the
reception-gown—without saylng any-
thing to you about it. It is made so
bandsomely that it will do for an
evening gown, too, except upon very
awell occasions. And, Tom, it is real
ly & beauty!™

“Well, dear,” 1 sald geatly, "your
old husband is not so poor that he
oan't pay for a really pretty dress for
you, sspocially when you have come
to him of your own aecord and ‘feased
up’ your extravagance.'

The above episode was still fresh
In my mind when, & few evenings
later, a8 1 was starting out to at
tend a dinoer of my medical club, I
knooked at the door of my wife's room
to bid her good-by. Hefore she oould
reply 1 turned the knob and entered.
Bhe stood, fully dreased, before her
long mirror, surveying herself approv-
ingly. Bhe wore a costume which 1
had never sesn before, n gorgeous af-
falr, out low In the mneck, and with
filmy lace velling the upper part of her
shapaly arms.

"My new reception-gown, the one 1
told you of,” she sald in reply to my
inguirtug look.

“Oh are you golng out

this

particulars, and she lingered so long
In the kitchen or dining room that |
could pot walt until her return with.
out belng late for my engagement, As
I stepped from the slevator of our
apartment house | came fuce to face
with Richard Clarkson, the husband of
the patient whom [ have already men-
tioned. A wvague wonder crossed my
mind as I nodded to him as to whom
he was going to visit In our bullding.
He wore, I also noted, his evening
clothes. Then the matter passed from
my mind,

Nor did I think of it again until I
stepped Into my wife's room when 1
cama home at twelve o'clock that
night. 8he lay in bed, propped among
her pillows; the olectric bulb abova
her threw a strong light upon the
French novel she was reading and up-
on her unnaturally flushed face. She
had been eating marrons glaces from
A huge box of these sweotments that
stood on the table by her bed. (lane-
ing at them, | remembered that they
cost a dollar and a half & pound, and
noted that the box befors me must
hold easily four pounds.

“Who has been spreading chest-
nuts at your feet in lleu of roses?™ I
ssked temsingly, thinking, first of all,
of one or two women friends who had
an abundance of money and were
fond of humoring my wife's love for
iweels,

“Oh, a friend of mine,” she sald
lightly, and stralghtway began asking
me about what kind of an evening
I had had, who was at the dinner, ete.
It was not until | rose from the easy
chair into which 1 had thrown myself
that 1t occurred to me to inquire.

“By the way, who dined with you to-
night?”

For a moment she hesitated, then
mad: an effort and sald frankly,
“Mr, Clarkson.”

“Clarkson!" | gasped.

“Pray, why not?" assked my wife de-
flantly.

“But how does he happen to dine
with you, and how do you happen to
let him, a married man, dine alone
with you?".

Her face hardensed. “And how,” she
asked, Imitating my manner, “do you
happen to dine with Mrs, Clarkson,
and how does she, & married woman,
happen to let you dine slone with
her?"

"Don't be a fool!” I exclalmed. "]
should think that even you, with your
shallow comprehension, would see,
when I have explained it to you dozens
of times, that there ls a difference be-
tween a physiclan accepting an Invita-
tlon to remain to dloner at a house
at which he is calling and his wife de-
liberately asking u married man to
dine with her when she knows her
husband I8 golng to be out until nearly
midnight! Did he bring you these bon-
bona?" -1 asked suspiciously, as my
eyes rested for & moment on the box
beside her. -

"Y“-"

I stood looking down st her. The
white light over her bed showed me
that, although when angry or fright-
ened Doris usually became pale, the
vivid rose In her cheks had not faded.
Before she could suspect my intentlon
I turned quickly to her dressing table,
poured some violet tollet water upon
my handkerchief, and, as quickly, bent
over my wife and wiped her cheek
with It The handkerchief waa
stalned with pink. I showed it to her
and sneered:

“Painting, eh? 1 suppose that the
complexion you wear for your hus
band is not quite strong and vivid
enough for one of your men friends?
How leng since you adopted the ‘mak-
lng-up' business?

She sat up in bed, her eyes flashing.
“You are rude and unjust!™ she ex-
clalmed. “How long I8 it since you
qualified as a censor of morala?

My anger left me as suddenly as it
had come. 1 sat on the side of the
bed and tried to make the execlted
woman listen to reason. “Chila” 1
sald, “are you miserable, really or are
you only angry when you say these
thinga? 1 want you to be happy, and
I do mot want to be hard upon you"
I suw that she was llstening and |
continued: *“I give you all that I ean
afford to give you. I wish 1 could let
you havs everything that money can
buy; but, you see, | am not & rich
man."

"There are other things that money
won’t buy that you might give me, and
don't!” she exclalmed.

“What do you mean™

“That you can always find time to
g0 to your medical club, and to see
your mother, and to go here, there,
apd sverywhere, while 1 must amuse
myself. You know &s well as [ do
that 1 want you to make as many ealls
a8 you can, for they mean business.
But there are lotsa of other places
you go, and, I warrant, bave a good
time, too, while 1 can stay at home,
and then get scolded If 1 have a nloe
man friend bere to dinner.”

It was useless to try to maks her
understand.
understand, but | made one more at-
tempt. “Doris, why can't you tsll me
the truth about these things! Why
didnt you tell me you had esaked
Clarkson here to dinner tonight*

“Why dldn’t you tell me when you
dined with his wife?"' was the prompt
reply.

We were slmply argulng around I a
clrele, and | knew It. 80 | sald noth-
ing for a moment, but sat looking in
porplexity at the woman who, for
fve years of marriage, | koew Jess
well than | had thought 1 41d when

evening ' 1 aaked, ln swprise,

"No, I've luvited a friend to din-
ner,” she replied bastlly, as she hur-
ried from the reom o give hor mald
pome forgotten directlons. 8he was |
gone boelore 1 could wsk for further |

we were fArgt ongaged. And, as |
gased, hor mood changed. She turned
toward me and held out hor haud

“Dear Tom,” whe quavered “don't
look at me like that! Bvenu if | do
like to have a good time you know |
I love you, Really, Tom ¥y be |
sllly, yet 1 never loved nuy oihs man
0 all the sworld K| ] I'n !
boseechingl) other men are lotk of |

fun, and I do like the good time and
nlee things they give me!™

“I suppone you do.” I sald brusquely,
"and | supposs you oan't help It
That's the worst of it. I am too tired
to talk any more now. [ advise you
to put out your light and go to sleep,
but, for Heaven's saks, firat get up
and wash that pink mess off your
face!"”

And thus the matter ended, for that
time, at least

With all her seaming heodlaseneas,
Doris was a dainty housekseper and
took good care of our home Her
table was excellent, har servants were
well managed, and sbs, horsalf, supar-
vised the entire menage. She loved
dearly to entertain, and was, of
Course, extravagant in her tastes, but
I never complained of the expensive
dishes which ahe liked to set before
our guests, nor of the slaborate din-
ners and lancheons which ahe took
pride in giving.

As the months passed 1 got more
and more Into the habit of spending
any spare evenings I might have with
my mother. Bhe rested me and
Doris was often out with some of het
friends. One of these—a woman whom
I suspected that my wife cultivated
on account of her wealth—had a box
At the opera one night each week.
She always Invited Dorls to accom-
pany her on these oceasions, and made
much of her. One night Dorls gave
this friend a dinner in our home, to
which ghe Invited several Intimates,
Of course | must be present, and, as
I watched my wife, | was not surprised
that she was popular among these peo-
ple. Bhe was bright and tactful In
conversation and a charming hostesa.
I did not know until later who had
sent her the superb corsage bouquet
of rare orchids which she wore, and
would have fancled It a gift from
the guest of honor had I not heard her
#aY in A stage “aside” to Doris as she
bade her good-night:

“I supposs you expect me to think
that your good-looking husband sent
you those,'—touching the flowers
lightly—"but I have my suspiclons!”

Dorls laughed gally, but sald noth-
ing. [ asked her afterward If a man
hand sent them to her, and she sald
stiffly, “Yes." [ did not inquire who
it was, although I suspected that, {n
spite of my Interdict, it was Jack
Moore. Later | saw the empty flower-
box on Doris's dressing table, with
Jack's eard lying by It. I voleed no
protest. | was tired, and hated scenes

SHE HAD TURNED THE KNOB NOISELESSLY AND EN

more and more with each passing
month. All men llked Doris, I told
myself, and love of admiration was
a passion wifh her. Why quarrel about
it?

All during that winter Mrs. Clark-
son suffered with a nervous trouble
that made It necessary for her to con-
sult me often. One of the exciting
causes of her condition, I shrewdly
suspected, was the fact that she and
her husband were growing steadily
apart. Perhaps he dld not understand
a woman of her sensitive pature, per-
haps her mercurial tempernment {rri-
tate' him, for he was calm’ and un-
imag.oative. All doctors know hig
type—the well, strong, robust man
who |8 angered by tears and exasper-
ated by & woman's nervous fancles.
Once or twice | had attempted to
make him see that his wife's health
was In danger, but as long as she was
up and about he attributed her de-
pression and exoltability to “whims.”
When her nervous attacks would
threaten her, the sufferer would send
for me to give her some quleting
prescription or to reason her out of
the "horrors” that were symptomatic
of her nervous condition. ® WaSs
very young, and | was heartily sorry
for her, Bhe had no relative in our
large city, and was too proud to take
ordinary friends into her sonfidence.
Some one—possibly Clarkson himself
—mentioned to my wife that this one
of my patlents was very dependent up-
on me. Of course Doris spoke to me
of It !

“To my way of thinking," she sald,
“a popular young physiclan should be
vary careful not to get himself talked
about.”

“It people are looking for evil they
will find it everywherea™ [ affirmed

“l found this letter hers, on the
hall table, Instead of on your desk
where you usually leave your mall,
and | though you had left it here for
ma to read, but as soon as 1 began 1t
I saw my mistake, and did not read
more than the fArad loe,” she said,
avolding my eves,

I knew that she lled, but & man does
not tell his wife a truth of that kind
~—unless he s very angry.

Whien | was alone, 1 glanced again
over the letter. It was from Mrs,
Clarkson, saying that she was worried
about a matter that oconoerned her
closely, and would oall at my office at
fix o'elock that evening

By the time she came the fact that
Doris must know of the appeintment
had slipped from my mind, but away
down in my Inner consclousness was
a feeling of resentment that she had
read my letter. Man I8 a complex
being, and it may be that the contrast
between her scheming and unecandid
WAys and the frank, open manner of
my patient made me especially gentle
to the latter when she called, She
had come to confide to me that she
felt she must get away from town for
& while, and to ask me to suggest to
her a quiet resort. We talked the
matter over, and phe had risen to
leave when she sald:

“1 hate to go on a Journey alone,
yet my husband has not the time to
accompany me, even If he wanted to.
Then, too, he thinks me so silly, as
I suppose 1 aln. He can't comprehend
why T have such foolish notions, and I
try to comtrol them; but, oh, I get
80 frightened!”

“Poor child!”
girl!™

She dropped her head on my shoul-
der with a sob. Bhe seemed 80 young
and so helpleas that, instinctively, 1
lald my hand on her bowed head.

"I know It is hard, dear,” I whis-
pered. "I know all about It.*

“Yes.” she sobbed. “Thank God you
do! If I go away, how shall I get on
without you!"

A rustle at the door made me look
up. My wife stood there. She had
turned the knob nolselessly and en-
tered the room. Before I could speak
she was gone,

When the last patlent for that eve-
ning had left my ofMice my wife asked
me if she might see mo alone. Her
manner was cold, her eyes hard. She
sat down In my desk chair, and 1 stood
in front of her. I was angry: so was

I said, “you poor

“And the physiclan In the discharge '

of his duties should be above
fear of such gossip.'

Her lipe guivered, and, seelng that
she was uphappy, 1 explainad to her
the situation as dispassionately and
fully as 1 could.

“You know, Doris” | assured her,

Je

“that | am always, and everywhere,
fuithful to yon"

That she doubted me to the axtent
of watching me was proved one dny
when 1 came suddenly upon her read-
lug & letter which | bad left, Inad-

tently, upon the hall table. She

tedd and | te cunconl her nction
\ Loure rod delug?™ | demanded

she. I waited for her to speak.

T
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“Tom,” she began, “I wish to say
to you that you will have to carry on—
affaire—such as you have with Mrs.
Clarkson somewhere else than in your
own home. You know that | saw
what took place this evening."

I held my temper In check, as I
asked, “"Do you think that scene re-
quires an explanation?”

“No! Anyone can understand &
scene llke that, unless he has a purer
mind than most people.”

“Than you have, you mean?” 1
asked bittarly.

She flushed hotly, but went on, “As
long as | am your wife 1 will not be
insulted by having these things hap-
pen where the servants may coms
in upon them."”

I tried to speak calmly. “You are
laboring under a misapprehension,
Doris. On my own account | care
nothing, but for the sake of a good
woman | wish you to understand-—**

She Interrupted me, springing to her
feet and confronting me. "I tell you
I understand it well enough!" she
exclalmed. "“When a woman has her
head on 8 warried man's shoulder,
and Ils wondering bow she ‘can get
on without him,' It can have but one
meaning. And I will not stand it
Oh, I am no fool! I know what such
soenes mean!"”

1 clenched my hands to keep from
touching her. Even in my rage 1
remembered that she was a woman,
and my wife. “You ought to know what
such sosnes mean!” | retorted. “Since
you make demands, so shall I. |
bave made them before, however,
without enforeing them. Now | re
peat that you are (o asocept no
more favors from Jasok Moore. Do
you hear? Don't you suppose your
ualds gossip about that affair? Don't
2’1 Buppose that one or the other of
tiem saw, as I did, his card lying on
your dressing table with the box that
had oontalned the orchids he sent
you? Morvover—Iisten to mel—
Moore bas & reputation that ought to
koep & decent woman from wanting to
speak to him, wmuch less acoept his

He Is my friend, and T Hkes him You
are jealous, that's all!"

“You have heard what [ sald!” 1
wartied her. “Bee that you do as I
tell you In this matter!"

“T'l do as 1 llke!" ghe flashed out

vehemently. “You do!"
“For God's wmake” 1 exclaimed
“shut up!™

Hhe caught her bréath and gazed at
me aghrat

“Yea!" | went on, my volce breaking
shrilly In spite of all my eofforts to
teady It. "I mean it! Are you try-
ing to drive me Insane? I tall you I
can't stand much more of this dam-
nable nagging! And I won't stand
e

Agaln she gasped, but I continued:

“Listen to me! You misunderstood
entirely and, 1 belleve, wilfully the
ficene between Mrs. Clarkson and me.
If you hadn't been dishonorable
enough to read my letter you wouldn't
have been here eavesdropping. Put
slnce you wers, [ have the right to tell
you that I don't lle to you and that
I'm fonocent. 1 declars it on my
honor! You can belleve It or not, as
¥ou lke!"

Bhe was standing near the door,
walching me, startled, but, at these
words, she threw back her head and
langhed harshly. “As you make the
assertlon on your honor, I do not be-
lleve 1t!” And she was gone,

I slammed the door behind her,
locked it, burfed my face In my hands
and, to my own horror, burst Into
hysterical sobs.

I had expected to go to my club that
evening, and had told my wife so
earller in the day, adding that I would
not get home before midnight. After
the scene through which | had Just
passed | was too much shaken, my
nerves were too raw, for me to want
to chat with a crowd of men, and |
went Instead to speud a couple of
qulet, restful hours with my mother,
[ told her nothing of what had hap
pened, but her very presence calmed
me. Leaving her at ten o'clock, |
came home and let myself Into the
apartment nolselessly, supposing that
Doris had gone to her room and, pos-
sibly, to sleep, With no other thought
In mind, 1 pushed open the door of a
little room which we called “the den.”
As [ entered, | saw that the room was
lHghted only by the glow from the
grate-fire. At right angles to the fire-
place was a couch heaped with cush-
lons. Seated on this, leaning back
Among the cushions, was my wife,
8he wore a new evening gown, and,
éven In that moment, I remembered
with a sensation akin to {ronlcal
amusement that only today I had sent
her dressmaker a check for it. Bend-
ing over her, and gazing down at her,
was Jack Moore. His hand held hers,
and she smiled up into his face. The
look in his eyes made me want to kill
him, I stepped forward and touched
an electric button, flooding the room
with light. In a glance, | saw on the
table by the couch two glasses, elphon,
and a hottle half full of Scotch
whiskey. Before 1 could colleet my
wits, Moore laughed lightly,

“I was just saying good night to
this fair lady,” he sald, relinquishing
the hand he pretended to have been
shuking, “And now 1 bld you good
night, doctor.”

Ignoring his outstretched hand, |
strode to the door and flung it wide
open, pointing to it with a quivering
Hinger. “Gel out of here, you cur!” 1
exclaimed.

Ha justiied my use of the epithet
by obeying silently, and so quickly

that in less than thirty seconds I
heard the front door close behind
bim,

Without & word I caught my wife
by the arm and dragged her to her
feet. As I did so I felt my fingers sink
into her flesh. 1 saw her wince, end I
was glad. She gazed at mre as If fas-
cinated. I heard myself speaking as
though I were another man—all the
while holding her firm, cool arm. I
told her that this was the end of

things between us; that I could no

longer endure her and her lles: that
she could go her way and I mine:
that T would support her, but T would
never live with her again—never!
8he made no protest, only stood there
and looked at me with a half-eneer on
her lips.

“What have you got to say? I
asked her at last, In a hoarse volce
which 1 scarcely recognized as my
own, [ let go of her arm and waited
for her to speak. She must answer
me, 1 thought, but she was sllent,

“What have you got to say?" |
repeated, more loudly, Once more [
heard my volee rise to a querulous
falsetto. My teeth chattered as
though 1 had & hard chill. 1 gripped
my wife by both shoulders, selzing her
60 tightly that I thought she must ery
out that I was hurting her.- I hoped
she would, as I felt my fingers slnk
again into her flesh. But this time
she did not wince. She looked me
straight In the eyes, and her reply
slowly and distinetly,

"That you are & cad, and | hate
you!" she hisséd.

My hands dropped. 1 saw on her
bare shoulders the prints of my strong
fingers and the livid dents my nalls
had made. I watched the Anger-marks
as they changed from white to angry
crimson.

Then | went out of the house, and
left her standing there.

Three months after my wife and [
bad parted, I chanced one Sunday
noon to be passing the fashionable
church of which Dorls had been »
member before our marriage, A throng
of people were pouring out after the
morning service. A whim selzed me
to enter. Of late years 1 had At-
tended ohurch but seldom. | repfom.
bered that after the service Just ended
there would be the celebration of the

communion, te which only & ama]l part

of the congregation would remain,
Entering, 1 went Into g pew In u
ehadowed corner and listened to the
service, ugtll, looking up suddenly,
I saw Dorls passing up the afsle to
ward the chancel. A wave of regret,
compunction and compassion Bwept
over me—a desire to be at peace with
her—and, obeylng ay inexpHeabls
impulas, I followed her up the alsle, Ag
she knelt at the altar-rall, I knelt down

beside her. Aa 1 did 80, she ralsed
lier howed hend and glanced at me,
then quistly arose, walked down the
iisle, and out of the church Knesl
g thers, daed, T remembersd that

vas al this nltar we had boey mar
ried

favors.” .

Bhe looked at me for o momaent,
wide eyed, theu burst into tears
“That is the way with ydu men!" she
axelalmsd “You can do as you pleass’
Put we women must not take n Btep
outside of the aarrow path you. ous
OWners, mark out for us! | won't be
Heve anything agalnst Juck Moore
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